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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 


| don't think that I've written fluff for them before, so | hope you enjoy reading this as much as | enjoyed 
writing it! Merry Christmas! 


He was only gone for twenty minutes. 

There was tinsel everywhere. 

He was only gone for twenty minutes and there was tinsel everywhere! 

Mark didn't think it was possible for his jaw to drop as much as it did, but he had never seen anything like 


this before. Even as a kid, he never saw the amount of lights, bulbs, and randomly placed snowmen as he did in 


that moment, and his mom definitely loved the Christmas decorations. 


He'd heard whispers of it from Myles’ family, Slash, and even his buddies from the Mayfield Four. They tried 
to warn him, tried to tell him to watch Myles like a hawk when the decorations came out in stores, but Mark 
just blew them off. Even after he witnessed the great tour bus fiasco of 2012 which ended in Flip unraveling 


garland from Brian for about an hour, he continued not to pay his friends any mind, but now he wished he had. 


Because right now he was finally witnessing it, full on with no gigs, interviews, or appearances to stop him, he 


was finally witnessing Myles in.full Christmas mode. 
"Myles..what did you do?" 


The singer beamed at him from where he was hanging garland on his fireplace and Mark couldn't help but 
chuckle at the Santa hat that had replaced Myles' sunglasses on his head. "I decorated. That's what you usually 
do around Christmas. Don't you like it?" He walked over and pecked him on the lips before dropping a matching 
hat on his head and looked up at him expectantly. 


Mark opened his mouth multiple times, but couldn't make the words come out. He could always tell Myles the 
truth and risk hurting his feelings or he could lie deal with being blinded for the next few days if it would 


make him happy, or.. he could make a compromise. 


"| love them, but don't you think it's a little much? | mean you won't have anything to decorate the outside of 
the house with." 


Myles’ just continued to grin and then burst out laughing, and that's when the reality of the situation hit 
Mark. His eyes began shifting around the room looking for more boxes of decorations as he remembered 
something that Slash had told him once. He'd asked Myles the same thing when after he'd decorated his house 
for the holidays while staying with him in between shows. Myles had given him the same reaction and pulled 
out three extra boxes filled to the brim with every type of ornament and decoration you could think of and 
handed them to Slash to decorate outside with. Apparently, it had taken two weeks for the guitarist to take 
down everything he'd put up and to this day Slash couldn't figure out how Myles had gotten the life size Santa 


Claus on the roof. 

Myles’ laughter had finally died down and he walked over to the couch where he pushed out not one, not two, 
but four completely unopened boxes and Mark knew his eyes must have been bugged out of his head because 
Myles' look of happiness had turned to one of concern. 

"Are you okay?" 

Mark nodded shakily, "Ye~yeah. Just can't wait to start!" he said in what he hoped was a cheerful voice. 
"Really?" Myles said with more than a hint of surprise. "I would have thought you would want to trim the tree 


first since it's still snowing kind of hard out there, but if you wanna decorate outside first, let's do it!" He 
cheered before picking up one of the boxes and handing it to Mark. 


Mark lost the ability to form words again as Myles walked passed him and out into the snowy Spokane day. 
"There's at least three feet of snow out there!" 


Myles just grinned back at him from the doorway, "That's what ladders are for!" 


Yeah, Mark decided as he sluggishly followed his lover outside that he really need to think some of his ideas 
through better and that apparently their friends actually knew what they were talking about occasionally, but 


he was never gonna let them know that. 


About three hours later the door burst open again, this time with a slightly bristled and shivering Mark 
limping through using Myles for support. He eased Mark down onto the couch gently, his face a mixture of 


worry, guilt, and if you looked hard enough, slight amusement. 
"This isn't funny." Mark grumbled, his pride feeling more hurt than anything. 


"I know it isn't" Myles said gently, struggling to hold in another chuckle. "But you have to admit, you did look 


like a giant snowman after that pile of snow fell on you." 


Mark pulled Myles onto his lap and wrapped his arms around his waist. "Come on | was battered and bruised in 


the name of Christmas, aren't you gonna do something to make it up to me?" 


Myles looked at him innocently before leaving kisses along his jawline until he reached his neck to give it a 


gentle nuzzle. "Well.| guess | might be able to think of something." 
Mark grinned and pulled him closer and leaned up for another kiss, only to be met with a finger to his lips. 
"Right after we trim the tree." 


Mark groaned and dropped his head back against the couch, accidentally hitting a tiny reindeer ornament which 
start singing ‘We Wish You A Merry Christmas’. "As long as you don't attempt to wrap me in a string of lights 
like you did with Flip, I'm all game." 


As they brought out the lights and the ornaments for the tree, Mark found that he had really begun to enjoy 
himself. They both had been running ragged lately, with him working on his solo stuff and Myles working with 
Slash, so when the holidays rolled around He couldn't describe just how ecstatic he was to have some time 


alone with his lover, just the two of them. The sun had set by the time they finished, the multi colored lights 
and the heavily falling snow marking the yard look like a portrait from a Christmas card. 


As the stood back to admire their work, a sudden thought struck Myles and he began rummaging through one 
of the boxes until Mark heard a triumphant yell. He quirked his brow in confusion as Myles turned back to 
face him and began speaking softly. 


"The star is the only thing left that we have to add to the tree." He said as he picked up a package and 


carefully unwrapped it, revealing a beautiful silver star. "My mom gave this to me when | finally got my own 


place, she always knew how much | loved to look up at it every night" 


Then Myles did something that Mark didn't expect, he held it out for him to take. "I want you to put it up. 
When | was a kid, it was a tradition that only family members were allowed to put up the star and you're part 


of my family Mark and--" 


Mark took the star from his hands and placed it gently on the table before pulling Myles into his arms and 
kissed him passionately. He knew that there weren't any words that could describe just how Myles’ actions 


made him feel, but he knew damn well he would do his best to show him. 


"I love you Myles. | love you so much." he whispered against his lips, and pressed their lips together again. This 
time the kiss took on a more sensual turn as Mark deepened the kiss, doing his very best to pull Myles as 
close to him as he could When they finally broke apart, they stayed connected as they watched the twinkling 
lights of the Christmas tree. 


"Hey, after we put this star up why don't | grab us some hot cocoa and we can sit here and watch the lights 


and snow for a while." Mark said softly. 


"Someone's had a sudden shift of holiday spirit. Don't want me to make it up to you for getting hurt earlier?" 
Myles replied slyly. 


Mark looked at him thoughtfully before shaking his head with a grin. "Nope. There's plenty of time for that. 
Right now l'm in an awesomely decorated house surrounded by snow and with the person | love. | wanna enjoy 


that for a while don't you?" 


Myles smiled brightly at him, "Yeah. Sounds perfect to me." 


